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in, pale with anger, foaming at the mouth, and blasphem-
ing God and the saints. He ordered me to give him the
hatchet and the tools I had used for piercing the floor, and
at the same time to tell him the name of the archer who
had furnished me with them. I replied that I did not know
what he was talking about. When he ordered his men to
search me, I jumped up, and stripping myself naked, cDo
you duty,' I said, 'but don't one of you dare to touch me.*
They hunted through my mattress and pillows, and the
cushions of the armchair, but never thought of looking
among the springs in its back.
cYou won't say where the instruments are with which you
have made the hole in the floor, but we know how to make
you speak,5 said Laurence.
elf it be true that I have made a hole in the floor, and I
am questioned about it, I shall say that it was you yourself
who gave me the tools, and that I have returned them to
you.5
This answer and my determined tone somewhat took him
aback. He continued to curse and tear his hair, and as an
immediate punishment for me shut the windows of the
corridor, so that I was stifled for want of air.
At break of day he brought me some horrible wine and
some water, so dirty it was impossible to drink it. Every-
thing was equally bad, the meat stank and the bread was
hard. He did not listen when I complained, but busied him-
self sounding the walls and floor with an iron bar. I
watched him with a seemingly indifferent air, but did not
fail to notice that he did not strike the ceiling. clt is through
there,' thought I, 'that I shall pass out of this helU
I spent a cruel day. An exhausting sweat, and hunger
brought on by want of food, made me so weak, I could
scarcely stand. I could not even bear to read. The next day
the wretch brought me such putrid veal for my dinner that
the smell alone made me sick.
cHave you received orders/ said I, cto kill me with hunger
and heat?'